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Mirrors 
Author's Notes: 


Yay, boraxisme! This prompt made me want to actually write a series of one-shots, so that's what this is 
undoubtedly gonna turn into. Each "chapter" is gonna be a self-contained one-shot. 


Merry Christmas, and | hope you enjoy it! 


March, 1189 


Richie stared at the circles under Jon's eyes, darker and puffier than just the hangovers normally did to him, 
and knew that he was lying. The stress of the building lie had been eating at him all night, even in his sleep, 


toiling away in the recesses of his subconscious. Waiting to be launched like a grenade from a foxhole. 


"| didn't say that." 


Sighing, Richie waited. He knew better than to push it. But he didn't have to say anything, because of course 
Jon couldn't help himself. 


"It never happened" 
And something about this particular addendum, the sheer gall of it, pissed Richie the fuck off. 
"So we're gonna pretend we don't remember again? We're gonna do that again, like we always do?" 


Jon groaned as loudly as humanly possible, and dragged his hands down his face. "I just don't wanna fucking talk 


about it, okay?" 

"Well, I'm tired of not talking about it. And after what you said last night" 
"Stop!" Jon hissed. "| will fucking make you regret it, and l'm not kidding.” 
Richie straightened his spine. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


"It means we're done here. /m done here," Jon said, and started tearing at the tangle of bedding. "Where the 


fuck is my shirt?" 
"Well /m not done, so you're gonna sit the fuck down and talk like a man" 
"Or what?" 


It was probably supposed to sound authoritative, the end of negotiations, but there was a wobble in the middle 
of it, so slight Richie was barely sure he even heard it. He almost felt sorry for what he was about to say. 


"Or I'll cut you off." 
Jon's head whipped around. "What?" 


Richie instantly understood it wasn't the threat but the fact he had the audacity to make it. To use The Thing 
from Last Night as a weapon so deftly and so quickly. Good 


"You heard me. You need it a lot more than | do." 


"You are-" Jon muttered through his teeth as he gathered up the entire mass of bedding in his arms and 
ripped it down onto the carpet. "-a complete piece of shit. The biggest fucking piece of shit-" 


Richie heaved an exhale and sat on the newly stripped bed. "Jonny, shut up. Just for a minute, will you?" 


"That's what I'm trying to do," Jon spat at him, yanking his lost shirt from deep within the twists of sheets. 
"No, you're trying to fuck with my head, like you always do." 


"| don't fuck with your head-" 


Jon sprawls, starfish-style, across the bed, his hair puffing up lke a cloud of smoke as his head bounces off the 
blankets. "Im spinnin’ altl. | gotta lay stil for a minute." 


Richie chuckles and drops into the bed beside him, raising the bottom hem of the other man's tee shirt at the side 


and putting tiny kisses against each rib as he exposes it 

‘Okay, you lay still and Hl do all the work." 

"Okay," Jon says, his eyes lolling closed. He is smiling so wide. 

They've done this a few times, what Richie's come to think of as the Drinking Game. Jon seems fo like it a lot, and 
the rules are simple: Jon gets incapacitated on Tanqueray or cheap red wine and lets Richie do anything he wants. 
Jon's body gives out long before his mind does when he double-fists booze, and it's the state where he's still 
halfway conscious but almost completely physically helpless that gets him off most on nights when they play the 


Game. 
Riche always feels like there's a point to the Drinking Game, something he's supposed to pick up on, and somehow 
doesn't 


somehow 


Skimming his tongue up to the verge of Jon's armpit, Richie grins in advance of the familar shiver, the other man 
giggling and the little lurch of his arm like he's gonna yank it down but he cant because his body doesn’t move like 
that right now- 


doesn't 


Riche licks along one of those nibs-too prominent, Jons lost too much weight lately-fo the man's sternum and 
pauses there. Presses a hard kiss there, with teeth 


‘Mm, are you marking me?" Jon says 
"Mm-hm." 

"Hey Rich?" 

"Mm..." 


"You know Im gay, right?" 


| don't fuck with your head-" 

"Like hell you don't, what the fuck do you call this shit?" 

‘lm trying to find my fucking clothes so | can go, that's what | call this shit” 

"You drink enough to kill a goddamned moose and let me do whatever | want to you, and this time you tell me 
you're fucking gay and I'm not sure, but | think I'm the only guy you're fucking, but you're going with a woman 
since high school and now it's just like, Forget if, Rich, it never happened! Well, fuck you very much, because l'm 
gonna keep bringing it up until you explain some shit" 

"There's nothing to fucking explain!" Jon screamed. "What part of this don't you fucking understand!" 


"Jonny, calm down-" 


"How'm | supposed to calm down, Rich? Huh? How?" Jon said, wrestling his found shirt over his head. "That shit 


-that absolute bullshit-is out there in the fucking air now, it's out there, and | can't take it back-" 
"Why do you wanna take it back?" 


Jon snorted and started rifling through the bedding again. "For starters, you're already fucking using it against 


me.” The leg of the sweatpants he had entered Richie's room with toppled out of the mess as he jostled it, and 
he snatched the pants out. 


Richie sighed. "I'm sorry about that, okay? | didn't mean it” 


"Yeah, well you can shove it up your ass, because | don't believe you." Jon moved to step into the sweats, but 
Richie grabbed his forearm. 


‘Seriously. Will you just sit down for a minute?" 


Yanking his arm from Richie's grasp, Jon leveled a stare at the other man, his overcast eyes burning, and 


Richie couldn't tell if he was trying to send a message of some kind or simply wither the other man's soul. 


Probably a little bit of both. 

He finally sat down slowly on the very edge of the bed, elbows on knees, quads visibly engaged as though ready 
to spring up and sprint out at any moment. He was also as far from Richie as the ebony headboard would 
allow him to get. 

Richie leaned toward him. "You like what we did last night?" 


Jon didn't say anything, so Richie persisted: "What we do every time we play the Drinking Game?" 


Attention granted. Jon's eyebrows scrunched up hard, a look of scorn twisting his face. "What the fuck's that, 
the Drinking Game” 


"You know damn well what it is." 
"So that's how you think of it, when we're together?" 


"That's how | think of it when you gotta be blind-ass drunk to let me fuck you." 


"You know Im gay, right?" 
‘Mm, | know you are, Im about to violate the living hell out of you." 


A small jerk, lke Jon is attempting to sit up but can't. 


Richie looks up. ‘lm kiddin, babe." 


‘ know," Jon murmurs, his gin-slackened smile now facing Richie only because he has managed to drag a forearm 


behind his head. "lm not kiddin, though." 


Riche slides his hands, palms-up, beneath Jon's back, pulling the torso with its too-prominent ribs slightly toward his 
waiting mouth again. Licks a new spot on the man's sternum. 


"So?" he asks between tastes. "What are you saying? You aint into women at all?" 
"Nope." 
Pulling his lps back fo sink his teeth in again, Richie says, "What about Dorothea?" 


"Oh, shknows." 


Richie chuckles as he works at the skin beneath his mouth, envisioning it getting redder by the moment. "She 


knows?" 

‘She's my bes friend. ‘sides you. We love each other." 

‘But you ain't fucking her?" 

‘Sometimes," Jon says with a lilt that was like a verbal shrug 


Looking up again, and this time siding upward, body on body, toward the pretty lps, still smiling, Richie says, "You 
tucking other guys?" 


"Too afraid fo." 

Richie doesn't know if Jon means he's afraid of being found out, or that he's literally afraid of having sex with 
another man, but the sudden leap in the pit of Richie's belly and the throbbing in his cock desperately want it to 
mean the latter. 

"You need me, huh?" 


"Mm-hm." 


Jon's too fucking wasted to know its an insult, but Richie's dick doesn’t care and, if he's honest with himself, neither 
does his brain 


"Show me how much you need me," he says. 
y y 


"That's how | think of it when you gotta be blind-ass drunk to let me fuck you." 
"| don't gotta be blind-ass drunk for anything, dickhead" 

"You sure about that?" Richie said 

"Fuck off" 

"What are you scared of?" 


Jon laughed. A sharp, derisive thing Richie had heard before but couldn't ever remember being on the 


receiving end of. "You mean besides you cutting me off?" 

"| said | was sorry." 

"Was gonna happen sooner or later anyway. Might as well make it the very first day, right?" 

Richie didn't know what it meant, but it felt like an icicle through his ribs anyway. "What was gonna happen?" 
"You were gonna have the upper hand, and you were gonna make damn sure | knew it" 

Feeling himself physically recoil, Richie said, "What the fuck's that mean?" 


It means someday you're gonna go off and get married and have kids and have a fucking perfect life and I'm 


gonna be here in some hotel room waiting to fuck you on the side because l'm too scared to fuck anyone else 


Jon scraped his hands over his scalp until his fingers snarled in his hair. After a minute, he said, "See why | 
didn't want to talk about this? You shoulda just let me go." 


"Jonny, I'm not gonna-" 
"Nol Stop. I'm done." 


"Fine," Richie said. "We won't talk any more then. Let's just fuck" 


Jon laughed, this one slightly less derisive than the one before-almost amused, even. "What the hell makes you 
think we're gonna just fuck? Right now” 


"Why not? Morning after, we're usually at least tugging each other off by now. Maybe even a b9. Why not just 
go all the way?" 


Jon had his back almost pressed against the headboard now, his mouth downturned in a confused frown. He 


stayed like that until Richie almost invoked the its gonna freeze like that rule from childhood. 


Finally, barely salvaging his pretty visage from that terrible fate, Jon said, "All right. Fine. You wanna fuck? 
Let's fuck" 


He seemed slightly shocked when Richie said, "All night Perfect 


Jon sighed heavily and scooted himself rightways in the bed before flopping into the pillows. He spread his 
hands. "Come on, lets go." 


"Nah, not like that," Richie said, glancing around. 

"No, come on. You wanna prove something, right? Come on and prove it.” 

"Nah, right now | want a mirror." 

Jon sat up. "If you haven't noticed already, l'm not in the mood for fucking games." 


Zeroing in on the enormous full-length beauty on the back of the wardrobe door, Richie stood up and said, "It's 
not fucking games. Fucking games is what we did last night. Get it?" 


But before Jon could respond, Richie had crossed the room to the wardrobe. "This is good, and..." 


Jon watched him gather up his carry-on and toss it on the floor by the mirror before planting himself on his 
bare ass beside it on the plush carpet. 


Richie waved him over. "Come on," he said. 
"Absolutely not” 

"Come on. It'll be fun" 

‘Like you ain't seen me from every angle already?" 


"The mirror's for you." 


Jon swung his legs off the bed and put his feet on the floor. "Um, fuck you. No." 

His hand still pinwheeling in a come-here wave, Richie said, "Just come over. | promise | won't bite." 

"Now | know thats a fucking lie." 

"Ah! But you like that shit” 

Jon rolled his eyes and attempted to control the flush creeping up his neck. 

"I am never fucking you again," he said. 

"We'll see." 

Richie stood up and walked back to where Jon still sat. He stood over him for a moment, as though assessing 
the seriousness of Jon's refusal, before snaking his long fingers around the back of Jon's neck. The fingers 
were cool against the skin Jon hadn't realized was sweating beneath his hair and, as always, the man's fingers 


stroked unknown patterns where they touched. 


Jon shivered. "| don't want to watch," he said, attempting not to acknowledge the feel of his friend's fingers on 
him was making his nipples hard, but he knew the other man knew. 


‘| want you to watch," Richie said, kneeling in front of him. 


Jon opened his mouth to respond, but Richie leaned in for a light kiss, first on the lips, then along the jaw. "I 
want you to watch yourself fuck me," he said in between kisses. 


'|-what?" Jon said, raising his hands to Richie's head almost by accident, his fingers tightening into his hair as 
the kisses reached the place beneath his ear and became rough. 


"No gin-" bife "no wine-" bife "total awareness—" 

"Richie-" 

"| won't take no for an answer." And slipping a hand down into Jon's, Richie led him toward the wardrobe. 
Ancient instinct made Jon drag his feet. "| don't want to do this." 


"Shh..." 


Centering Jon in front of the mirror, Richie laid his hands, spread out, one on each side of Jon's head, and 


righted it gently toward the mirror until they were both looking at Jon's face reflected back at them. Then he 


swept the hair back from one of Jon's shoulders and kissed the neck that was exposed there. 

Jon stared at himself. Right now, he had last night's eyeliner still smudged around his eyes (why the fuck was 
it so hard to remove?), an oversized Aerosmith tee shirt that had a crusty spot at the bottom where he'd 
blown dicksauce on it last night, and he was naked from the waist down sporting half a hard-on. He was pretty 
sure he had actual mats in his hair like dogs get, and one side of it was managing to be both flat and stick up 
at the same time. 

And now Richie was pulling up on his jizzed-on shirt, trying to get it off. Jon let him. What the hell, right? 
Now there were definitely no flat places in his hair. 

"Are you watching?" Richie asked, kissing a line down between Jon's shoulder blades. 

"Yeah." 

"What do you see?" 

"Me looking like an idiot and for some reason god only knows you're here eating on me anyway." 

The puff of Richie's laughter tickled Jon's spine and brought a rush of goosebumps over his whole body. "Well 
you got it half right," the man said. He had sunk all the way to his knees again and was biting the flesh of 
Jon's ass, pressing his lips to it around his teeth like it was kissing, but not quite. "Mm, you're right, | do like 
biting you. Maybe l'm a vampire. You wanna ride me?" he said between pseudo-kisses. 


"| have to watch?" Jon asked, his breath fast, though he tried to hide it. 


He felt the familiar pressure of Richie's hands wrapping around his hips, his fingertips sliding inward and down 
toward the mess of hair that the man loved to bury his fingers and face in. 


‘Of course." 

you know im gay, right? 

Jon watched those fingers breach the tangles of hair, spreading through it, closing over the base of his dick, 
enclosing his balls, searching, playing, owning, 


"Show me how much you need me," Richie murmured into the small of Jon's back, drawing him down. 


i dont want to 


Jon turned and allowed himself to be pulled down 


need you 


on top of Richie. He straddled him, grinding against him hard, his aching mouth crushing against his friend's. 
Their tongues traded the taste of cigarettes and stale booze and Jon felt the kisses deep in his pelvis in a way 


he hadn't since the first times. 
He drew away to catch his breath, and the exhales came out in moans. "Is it in the bag?" he said. 
"Yeah." 


Jon rifled through Richie's bag for a condom and tore it open. Unrolled it onto the other man's cock. Richie was 


already wet. 
Jon poured what he knew would be a sufficient amount of lubricant directly on Richie's dick without touching 
him. He wanted the man to come when he was inside him. He wanted Richie to need him as much as he needed 


Richie. 


Pausing, he twisted slowly to look at his reflection He spent so much time on his knees when they were alone 


together. 

Then again, they both did. 

Jon turned and climbed across the other man's lap again, facing away from him, allowing Richie to sink a hand 
into his hip like he always did, jealous and searching, the other hand guiding his cock as Jon pushed himself 
down onto it with no pretense. This is what they were here for, after all 

"Ah-god.." Richie breathed. "Fuck, you're in deep...” 

Jon watched the silvered glass version of himself sink down onto the greased-up dick of the only man he ever 
planned on fucking in his life, his best friend, someone who kept all his secrets 


fuck, youre in deep 


Richie squeezed Jon's hips with both hands now, thrusted upward against him, manically. 


Fuck, it hurt but it-didn't, it- 


"Jesus fuck," Jon panted, bucking against him, fighting the urge to pinch his eyes shut, so he wouldn't miss a 


second of what the mirror was reporting back to him. 

But it didn't seem accurate somehow, what the mirror was saying. It was just skin and hair, a lot of skin 
rubbing against skin, chasing knowledge of it, chasing relief, killing time. It was just their balls bouncing against 
each other as Jon rode Richie harder, god he loved it when their balls slapped together, it felt so fucking good 
and it looked so stupid, but he would care later, he decided. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck-" 

"Is this good? Does it feel good?" 

"Shut up." 

"Okay" 

"Fuck-" Jon groaned, "| can't get off sober-" 

Richie slid his hands up Jon's torso, through the sweat now beading and trickling there, and yanked him 
backward until they were molded together, back to chest, and Richie's cock was pressed hard into that sweet 
spot that felt like it consumed Jon's whole body in the moment. 

"Let's slow it down," Richie whispered. 

Jon moaned in response as the other man thrust his cock into him, hard and slow, rubbing him right in the 


place that made his whole body quake and want to collapse in on itself, the place that made him want to be on 


his knees and begging for his friend's fingers and dick every free moment- 
you know im gay, right? 
He watched the sweat roll down his body, his nipples pucker so hard they could cut the mirror if he leaned 


into it, and he wanted to touch them but he was afraid somehow. The thought was too much. 


"Rich-" he managed, watching the other man’s hips roll under his own, pumping up the pressure inside him 


with every movement. 
| want you to need me," Richie grunted. "I wanna-give you.. what you need-" 


Jon threw his palms against the mirror, his fingers curling futilely against the glass, attempting to find grip. 


"Oh god, fuck, oh fuck," he cried, his breath fogging the mirror between his hands. He dropped his forehead 
against the glass and watched the fluid lurch from his dick, spattering the mirror as Richie kept rolling against 
him, pumping it out of him, depleting him in a way only he could. 


After a few moments, he felt Richie pull out, and the muscles of his asshole fluttered in protest as they 


tightened back up. His body was sober and it was gonna remember this time. He turned around. 
"Hey Rich?" he said. 

"Yeah?" Richie said. He was peeling the condom off. 

"Don't go off and get married and have kids and a perfect life, okay?" 

Richie snorted. "| won't if you won't." 


Jon turned back to the mirror and studied his face until his breath fogged up the glass too much to see it 


clearly. 


END 


Diamond Ring 

Apri, 89 

Jon had never seen Richie cry. It was worse than he could have possibly imagined. 

"You couldn't have at least fold me?" 

Jon slid his head down into his hands, fingers curling into his unwashed hair, and let the words roll over the 
back of his neck, over his spine, and off of him. Trying not to let them sink into his body. Trying to let the 


hangover fill him up too much for anything else to come through. 


I'm supposed to be your best friend," Richie said. "I'm supposed to be-" Here he choked and started sobbing, 
letting the rest of it go unspoken, though they both knew what would have been said. 


Jon drew his hands into fists, hoping to tear the hair from his scalp. "| didn't have any choice," he murmured, 


attempting not to start sobbing himself, but it was useless. It bubbled up and out of his throat anyway. 

"You didn't have any choice? What do you mean, you didn't have any choice? You fucking ran off to Vegas and 
got married! Did your girlfriend fucking kidnap you? Oh shit, | forgot, your wife, did your wife fucking kidnap 
you?" 


"She didn't wanna do it either," Jon said. "| had to beg her-" 


A harsh laugh, sudden and hysterical and worse than the sobbing, barked out of Richie. "What the fuck is 
happening?" 


Jon jumped up and made for the bathroom. "I need an aspirin or something, my head's splitting open, | can't 


even think." 


The feel of Richie's fist snagging his shirt and spinning him around was so quick, slamming his back against the 


wall. 
"| asked you what the fuck is happening, and | want a mother fucking answer. 


It took a few seconds for Jon's eyes to clear and his head to stop spinning. When they did, he grabbed fistfuls 


of Richie's shirt and shoved back at him, adrenaline finally kicking in to pause his hangover, mid-misery. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" he grunted, trying to push back, but the sheer weight of the other man's rage 


was now levered against his chest. 


"| want an answer," Richie growled, his voice breaking up. "| deserve a fucking answer, Jon" 


At this distance, Jon could see how swollen his friend's eyes were, the seething redness of them from the 
hours-long assault of tears. And beneath all that injury, the wildest despair Jon had ever witnessed on a 


human being. 


He lowered his hands. "They told me | had to start seeing more girls. | had to be the man-whore, right? To 
keep up the image." 


Richie's grip loosened a little. "What image?" he demanded. "Who told you that?" 


"Doc. And fucking PR. They woulda had em picked out for me if they got their way, and | couldn't do it, Rich. | 
can't do it." 


"What's it to them?" 
"Somebody was talking. About me and you. They didn't know nothin, it was just a rumor, but PR got wind, and-" 
Richie let go of Jon and backed up a step. "Jesus..." 


"| couldn't do it, Rich," Jon said, again, hearing the pleading in his voice, the begging to be understood. "| asked 
Dorothea if she'd marry me instead. She didn't wanna be a part of this shitshow, not legally, but | told her I'd 
make it up to her somehow, we'd figure it all out, and we wouldn't have a prenup, just in case. If | screw things 


up, she can take everything, | don't care." 
A look of vague horror was forming on Richie's face. "Holy fuck, man-" 


Jon snorted. "She felt sorry for me. | think that's what did it. Fuck the money. She feels sorry for me." The 
reality of the words bit the flesh of Jon's mouth as they came out. "| don't want any of this. | didn't know 


what else to do." 


Richie deflated a little, the rage that had bunched up his shoulders visibly dissipating from his body. He turned 
and shuffled back toward the bed that Jon had been sitting on a few minutes before. He slouched down onto it. 


| gotta sleep for awhile. Or something. | don't know." 

Jon knew he was being dismissed, but he couldn't bring himself to go, not yet. He sat down next to Richie and 
looked into his best friend's face, trying to gauge the damage that had been done. The other man's eyes were 
so shiny with tears that Jon could almost see himself in them. Almost. 


‘lm sorry," he said, hoping it would be enough. "I'm so sorry.” 


Richie blinked, and a bit of the water that had collected along one of his lower eyelids found its way down his 


cheek. "I know," he said. "| gotta sleep for awhile." 


Cut Time 


Author's Notes: 
Hil So this is definitely an ongoing fic. Not done by a long shot (| went down a rabbit hole). Apologies to 
boraxisme, who only ficmas-wished for the first chapter and now has their name attached to this meandering 


ass fic :/ 


January, 1112 


"Hey, is that Jon Bon Jovi? Hey! Jon!" 


Jon had taken two cabs and a long aimless walk in the biting wind to get to where he now stood, for no reason 
he could discern, in front of a dodgy-looking convenience store. He had been debating whether to go inside to 
buy a coffee and warm up a litle, or hail another cab and keep crisscrossing Jersey (and maybe New York, 


too, if he got bored, Jersey was tiny as fuck). 


But the too-familiar sound of being recognized by strangers-despite the ski hat pulled down to his collar and 
to the tops of the oversized sunglasses he wore-made his decision for him. He ducked inside the shop. 


A leather strap full of sleigh bells slapped the glass of the door as it lurched shut behind him, causing the old 
man behind the counter to glance up from his newspaper just long enough to decide Jon didn't look like he was 
going to rob the place. The competing smells of coffee and floor cleaner were strong in here, and Jon thought 


it smelled like normalcy. 


He made his way to the row of coffee makers, thanking god that the voices that had recognized him outside 
hadn't followed him in. He assumed they were in a car that had momentarily stopped and was now several 
blocks away, hopefully with better shit to do than turning back How in the blue fuck had they recognized him 
anyway? It had to be the hair, he decided. He had just gotten three or four inches taken off ("Don't do it!" 
Richie had warned him, "Youre gonna fuckin hate it, and then what are you gonna do?") but it apparently hadn't 
been enough to stop him getting recognized. He was still Jon Bon Jovi with the hair and the persona that came 


with it. Whatever that meant. 


The sleigh bells clanged against the door again and Jon looked up from his paper cup of burnt coffee to see a 
group of young women pile into the store. Pink-cheeked and blowing on their hands, they were talking excitedly 
about something Jon couldn't make out, a movie maybe, but Jon didn't want to know; he slipped into an 

adjoining, more hidden little aisle, and pretended to be looking at motor oil. But it only bought him about thirty 


seconds. 


One of the young women, a redhead in a green pea coat, appeared beside him. "Are you him?" she asked in a 


low voice. 


"No," Jon said, realizing his mistake a moment too late. 


"Oh my goddddd.." the woman suppressed-squealed through clenched teeth. 


"Please don't-" Jon started, looking around to see if the other women had heard the interaction yet. "lm having 


a bad day and | just-" 


"IFs okay," the redhead said, "It's cool, | get it. | won't tell them until we're gone and they'll be so mad 


"Okay," Jon said. 


"Maybe they won't believe me," Redhead pondered out loud. 


One of the other womer's voices called out, "C'mon! We gotta go! Lizzie, where are you?" 


"itll be our secret," Redhead said, leaning in and kissing Jon on the cheek. As she did so, she grasped a handful 
of his hair, curling it between her fingers, sighing. Then she turned and started jogging away. "I'm coming!" 


Jon continued fake-examining motor oil until the women were in their car and out of the parking lot. And then 
he counted the seconds until he felt they were far enough away that Redhead might have told her story and 
they wouldn't bother turning back to try to prove she was lying. 


Next to the car supplies was a small section of household goods. Shampoo, soap. Medicines. And a few 
stationery items. Steno pads, Elmer's glue. Scissors. Jon grabbed a pair of the scissors and approached the 
checkout counter. "You got a bathroom in here?" he asked the old man, as he watched his items being rung up. 


The old man pointed to a door Jon had completely overlooked in the back of the store. 


"Thanks." 


Taking his coffee and scissors, Jon retreated to the back corner of the place, where the flimsy, grubby door 
was identified as Bathroom in magic marker right across the front of it. It gave Jon a jolt of happiness. 


Perfect, he thought, and smiled to himself, as he pushed inside and locked the door behind him. 


The inside of the bathroom was tiny, but surprisingly cleaner than the outside of it would suggest. Jon wiggled 
himself in next to a neon yellow mop bucket still full of whatever concoction had mingled with the coffee to 
scent the whole place, and leaned his face in toward the mirror above the sink. It was blurry, like someone had 
tried to clean it with mop water, too, and it had a massive crack dividing it straight down the middle. Jon put 
his coffee down on the edge of the sink, stuffed his hat and sunglasses into his coat pocket and picked the left 


side of the broken mirror to peer into. 


Jon Bon Jovi There it was: the carefully invented set of facial expressions, meticulously crafted for maximum 
charismatic impact. None of which were on display now because they required an audience to appreciate them. 
Even a bark teller could be an audience for Jon; he always had to be who he was. And, of course, the hair. The 


fucking hair. 
Jon ripped the scissors from their package and picked up a chunk of the fucking hair. Richie's voice echoed in 


his head 


you're goma fuckin hate it 


as he hacked at the first section of it, feeling the tearing of it coming loose from his head. 


then what are you gonna do? 


Jon dropped the hunk of hair into the sink and picked up another, slashing at it with scissors too dull to make a 
clean slice. What the fuck did Richie know about it? They were just now writing together again for the first 
time in years. They hadn't fucked since before Jon and Dorothea took off to Vegas. And for a big part of that 


time, they weren't even talking. They didn't even know each other anymore. Richie didn't get an opinion 


Holding up the last long strands of hair, Jon sawed through them and let them fall in the sink with the others. 
For a minute, he just stood and stared at the pile there, stunned at how little there actually was. On his head, 
it felt like a lion's mane-in the sink, it amounted to little more than a fistful of shitty, frizzy garbage. 


He swept it out of the sink and into the garbage can, along with the scissors, and pulled his hat back down 
over his head. The hat now covered every bit of his hair. Jon put his sunglasses back on, picked up his coffee, 


and walked out of the bathroom. 


The clerk at the counter barely looked up from his newspaper to give a nod goodbye as Jon headed for the 


front door. 


Outside, the wind bit the back of his neck for the first time Jon could remember, and he let it for awhile 
before he popped his collar up. It took him a few minutes to find an empty cab to hail, but in that time, no 
passersby stopped, nobody looked at him, nobody spoke. Could have been a coincidence, but maybe not. Either 
way, it made his lungs feel big, like they could catch all the air in the sky. And when a cab stopped and the 


driver asked where he was going, Jon pointed him in the direction of home. 


Never Be The Same 


Author's Notes: 
Songfic based on "Never Be The Same" by Camila Cabello. 


Somethin’ must've gone wrong in my brain 
Got your chemicals all in my veins 
Feelin' all the highs, feel all the pain 


"Well, you fuckin did it, didn't you?" Richie said. He circled Jon slowly, ostensibly to check out the new (and 
improved?) length of his hair, but within moments, his attention had been drawn to the bareness of the other 
man's neck. It was vulnerable now, like the neck of a prey animal on the savanna-or a condemned man locked 


into the stocks of a guillotine. 

"Yep" 

"Who did it? It looks like shit" 

Jon laughed. "I did it myself, asshole, thanks for the compliment. I'll get it fixed” 

"I didn't say you look like shit," Richie said. 

"I know. So you think it looks okay on me?" 

Coming to a stop in front of Jon again, Richie said, "Yeah. It looks good. You look like a kid." 


Jon groaned. "Just what | need. You got anything to drink around here?" 


It took Richie a few seconds to realize he'd been asked a question. His attention had been pulled again to his 
friend's neck, and to the way the brutally excised ropes of bleach blond hair had left behind comparatively 
darker and pliant little flips at the nape and below the ears. 


Let go of the wheel, its the bullet lane 
Now Ím seein’ red, not thinkin’ straight 
Blurrin' all the Ines, you intoxicate me 


"Um, yeah," Richie finally said. "What do you want? Tequila?" 


"| don't care. Anything.” 


Richie left for the kitchen and retrieved the bottle of Don Julio that he and Jon had opened a few weeks 
before while working on.. fuck, Richie couldn't even remember now which song it was... and which had facilitated 
their devolution into a sloppy-drunk screaming match. Their fight had included words about songs and creative 
liberties, but Richie knew none of it was really about music. He knew Jon knew it too. Both of them tightening 
their fists in preparation for physical blows over whether a good enough rhyme was actually good enough was 
a Freudian psychologist's wet dream. Richie grabbed shot glasses and a few beers from the fridge and hoped 
this time he and Jon wouldn't end up snarling in each other's faces, pretending it was about an E suspended 


fourth. 


By the time he got back into the living room, Jon had sunk into the couch, his bare feet pulled up onto the 
opposite thighs, lotus-style. The guy wasn't Zen by a long shot, he just kept his hips limber that way. The 


haircut might have made him look like a kid, but he wasn't anymore. Neither of them was. 


"Order up," Richie said, putting the drinks on the coffee table, before sitting down in the couch himself. 


Jon leaned forward over his folded legs to reach for the tequila, and the stretch was magnified by the de 
facto yoga pose, causing his lower spine to pop against his skin where it showed between his shirt and pants. 
The band of his pants gapped slightly away from his waist as he bent, and Richie wanted to slide a hand down 
inside it. 


Jesus 


Just like nicotine, heroin, morphine 
Suddenly, Im a fiend and youre all | need 
Yeah youre all | need 


Jon had a shot in him and another one poured before he had even sat up. He was bringing the next one to his 
lips when he glanced up at Richie staring at the display. Pausing, he poured one out for the other man before 
tossing back the second one. Then he grabbed a beer and leaned back. Richie watched as the gap in his 
waistband righted itself and then disappeared between his back and the couch cushions. 


‘Its been a day," Jon said. 


"IFs fine," Richie said. He picked up the shot Jon had poured for him, but he didn't drink it. "You okay? We don't 
gotta write if you're not up to it” 


"We got a few weeks til we start recording. | can't afford to not be up to it" 


"All right, what's going on?" Richie asked, putting his shot glass back on the table, undrunk. 


Jon shook his head and took a long pull of his beer. "I'm fine. Let's write." 


"You're not fine, you hacked off your own hair. You love your damn hair." 


Leaning in, Jon said, “That's just it! Maybe | don't love my damn hair, Rich." 


"How about," Richie said, grabbing his untouched shot off the table and drinking it down, "you start talking 
before | pull my hair out?" 


Jon sighed and reached for the tequila bottle again. "I'm fucking scared, okay?" 


"Of what?" 


"Everything." This time Jon didn't bother with the tiny glass and just swigged straight from the bottle. 


"Gimme a list," Richie said, holding out his hand for his friend to pass the booze, more to prevent a repeat of 
their almost-boxing match than because he craved fucking tequila that much. But he took a drink anyway so 
Jon wouldn't feel judged. 


Hurling an exaggerated ugh in Richie's direction, Jon dropped his head back into the cushions and allowed the 
beer bottle to slip down into the nook the folding of his legs created His fingers tapped up and down the neck 
of it, his wrists resting on the folds of pants pressed into his inner thighs. The fabric strained against the 
angles of his legs and hips, and the middle seam below the zipper pulled against him, pushing the bulge beneath 
it to one side. 


Richie looked away. It wasn't like that anymore between them; it hadn't been like that since Jon had gone off 
and gotten married without telling him. Time and a lot of booze had softened the pain, and he had mostly 
forgiven his friend (as he knew he would). But Richie hadn't been able to imagine making love to the man again, 
now that he officially belonged to someone else. It wasn't any moral consideration on his part-god knew three 
years ago he probably would have murdered a man for Jon, and he wasn't concerned for Dorothea's feelings 
because Dorothea already knew about their relationship. Well, what used to be their relationship, anyway. What 
Richie hadn't been able to get past was the feeling that he was the third wheel now, permanently, legally, and 
just as a matter of everyday circumstance. Jon went home to Dorothea at night, and Richie was on the 


periphery of Jon's new life. 


"Fucking shit up," Jon said, snapping Richie out of his thoughts. "My whole fucking life is a house of cards, only 
it's a brand new deck, so it ain't got any grab to it yet" 


"Your life is fucking fantastic, Jonny," Richie said, drinking from the bottle again. He could already feel a tinge of 


booze-induced heat flushing his face and wondered how long it would be before they were yelling at each 


other. The last time had been song lyrics; this train of conversation was liable to jump the rails even without 


massive quantities of Tequila. 


Jon smirked. "ls that what it looks like?" His words were starting to slow down. "I been working so hard my 
whole life to keep shit together, so that shit would come together, so I'd have success, and fame, and money-" 
He ticked the items off on his fingers. "And now there's the band l'm responsible for, if | fuck up, even a little, 


it's everyone's asses on the line, not just me-" 


Richie was going to say something to intervene in this time-bomb, but the secret place in the pit of his 
stomach that still felt betrayal every time he thought about the things he and Jon used to do together (god, 
the fucking Drinking Game) made him want to hear this and it made him want it to be full of pain and regret. 


"-and | spend my whole life keeping the fact I'm a fucking queer a secret, too, and hey! Congratulations to me, | 
think | got everyone fooled finally! But jesus fucking christ, | miss you so much its like... it's like I'm one of 
those old people whose husband or wife dies and then they die right after because they can't keep going, but 
l'm still fucking going." 


The wind rushed from Richie's lungs like he had been rendered a body shot. His free hand, the one not wrapped 
around the bottle apparently capable of revealing both blind rage and invisible ink, curled into the back of the 
couch for support. "What? 


Jon shrugged and took another drink of his beer. "Fuck it, right? | made my choices. Gotta grow the fuck up 
and be a real man now. A fucking businessman and a family man" His tone went deep and stilted when he spoke 
the words. Then, tipping his beer back until the bottle emptied down his throat, he wiped his mouth and said, 


"Let's write." 


His jaw was hard when he said it, and Richie moved independent of thought, from a place of muscle memory 
unforgotten. He took the bottle from Jon's hand and put it, along with the tequila bottle, back on the table, and 
leaned in toward the other man, cupping the side of his newly vulnerable neck. His thumb grazed the hardened 


jaw, soothing the tension out of muscles that also reacted from memory, softening under his touch. 


Its you, babe 

And Ím a sucker for the way that you move, babe 
And I could try to run, but it would be useless 
Youre to blame 

ust one hit of you, | knew Hil never be the same 


| miss you too," Richie muttered. "And | can't miss you because you're not mine to miss anymore. And that 


fucks me up so bad." 


Jon closed his eyes, breathing hard through his nose. He was silent: 


Richie continued, "What if we make a deal? You and me?" 


Opening his eyes slowly, tentatively, Jon said, "What's that?" 


"You go on and be the grown up. You take care of the band. And I'll take care of you." 


For a moment, Richie thought Jon wasn't going to respond at all. The other man's eyes flickered a bit, like he 
was fighting the urge to close them again against the weight of old knowledge between ther. 


But finally, Jon said, "Like how?" 


Richie pulled a knee up under himself and crawled closer, and just like it was yesterday or this morning that 


they had last done this instead of years, Jon laid back and allowed the other man's body over top of his. 


"Whatever you need," Richie whispered, barely getting the words out before his mouth was sealed to Jon's, 
before he pushed his tongue into the submissive opening of his friend's lips. 


Groaning against the intrusion, Jon wrapped his arms around Richie's shoulders, grasping desperately at him. 
His fingers searched aimlessly along the lines of Richie's spine and shoulder blades, seizing skin through the 


fabric of the man's shirt. 


Richie tore his mouth away and moved down Jon's neck, sucking at the expanse of skin laid bare by the crude 


haircut, knowing he was leaving bruises that Jon wouldn't be able to cover. The stubs of the other man's 


fingernails dug into his shoulder blades like knives. 


"| need this," Jon panted. "| need this" 


Richie pushed Jon's shirt up to his ribs before scooting down and laying a long stroke of his tongue up from 
the other man's belly button to his sternum. Jon wrestled himself the rest of the way out of his shirt, 
leaving his hair standing up on one side. He threw the shirt to the side and knocked the tequila bottle over with 
it. 


"How long has it been?" Richie asked, kissing and licking along the lines of Jon's ribs, purposely avoiding his 
nipples. Grazing the tip of his tongue up his sternum to the little hollow place above the meeting of his 


collarbones. 


"How long's what been? Since | fucked? That's what we're doing, right? Please tell me that's what we're doing." 


Laughing, Richie licked another line up Jon's chest, this time straight to his nipple, keeping his eyes locked to his 
friend's the whole time. "Yep." 


Jon shuddered this time. "Oh god, thank god." 


"But | meant how long's it been since.. you know. You fucked a guy." 


Lifting his head, Jon said, "You would know, you were there." 


Richie froze. "Are you serious?" 


"Yeah. Why, what'd you think?" 


Thinking for a moment, Richie said, "Can we make another deal?" 


"What's this one?" 


"Even if shit's weird between us, we're still allowed to do this.” 


Jon snorted. "You mean like, we're in the middle of a blowout and | call you up, hey Rich, I need you fo do me, 


can you come over™ 


"Yes," Richie said, unflinching. "And | can do the same with you." 


Narrowing his eyes, Jon considered the idea. Finally, he said, "Okay. Agreed" 


Richie's head sank to the other man's chest and he allowed himself to listen to the drumming of his friend's 
nervous heartbeat, or maybe it was his own thumping in rhythm up in his ears. It didn't matter. He felt Jon's 
fingers snake through his hair, tangle in it, and slip down the back of his shirt, grasping the skin of his back 


agai n. 


"| love you," Richie heard himself saying. It came from somewhere inside him independent of conscious thought. 
A place that just was 


"I love you, too," Jon said. "I think | always have." 


Drawing in a breath, Richie sat up and said, "Come on" He clasped Jon's hand and pulled him to his feet. Led 
him away from the needfulness of tequila and beer and the unintimate environs of the living room couch. Out 
of the living room and up the stairs to the master bedroom. 


Jon stepped over the threshold first and paused there, surveying the dimly lit space or thinking or something, 
Richie didn't know what, but Richie stepped up behind him and snaked his arms around the other man's middle, 
trapping his forearms within his embrace, and kissed the back of his neck. The neck was going to do him in, the 
nakedness of it. Jon made a small gasp of surprise when Richie's lips made contact, and Richie's mind spiraled 
out. 


OFF of one touch, | could overdose 
You said, "Stop playin’ it safe, 


Í wanna see you lose control" 


Just like nicotine, heroin, morphine 
Suddenly, Im a fiend and youre all | need 
Yeah youre all | need 


He spun Jon around and pushed him against the wall, grinding into him, forcing the man's thighs apart with his 
own as he sucked at his neck Jon clawed at his shoulders, grabbing handfuls of shirt, yanking it up in the back 
until he was pulling it up over Richie's head, and Richie had to pull away long enough to finish taking it off. It 

wasn't even fully off before Jon was scrabbling at him again, seizing him around the ribs and beginning to sink 


to his knees. 


Richie grabbed the other man's upper arms and hoisted him up, dragging him to the bed. He pushed Jon down 
into the already tangled blankets and crawled over top of him, descending on one of the hardened nipples 
beneath his face. He pulled it into his lips and swirled his tongue over and around it. Jon arched up into the 


ministrations. 


"Fuck" he muttered. He wrapped his hands around the back of Richie's head. "So even if |-ah-call you a 
cuntface, you'll still do this with me? God-" 


Richie grinned, his teeth still firmly planted around Jon's nipple. "You planning on testing me already?" He moved 
to the other ripple and sucked it hard, and the response Jon was already forming momentarily became a 


squeak in his throat before it became words. 


"No-no, | just wanna know we're good, | wanna know for sure-" 


Í could try fo run, but it would be useless 
Youre fo blame 
ust one hit of you, | knew il never be the same 


Richie moved up and kissed his best friend full on the mouth, halting the words unspoken before they could 
exist in the space between them. "We're good, baby. | ain't going anywhere, okay?" 


Í could try fo run, but it would be useless 


Jon closed his eyes and nodded, and the look of his face was like a man in physical agony who had finally been 
given long begged-for morphine in his IV. 


ust one hit of you, | knew Hil never ever ever be the same 


And while that look of deliverance was still dazzling on the other man's face, Richie moved down and released 
the fastenings of Jon's pants, pulled them down and off. Jon was semi-hard and covered in goosebumps, his 
thighs slightly tense, and Richie didn't know if the tension was because he wasn't blind drunk this time like 
when they played the Drinking Game, or if it was because they hadn't done this in almost three years, but 
either way, it both hurt his heart and zinged his cock. He slid his palms against the backs of those nervous 
thighs, nudging Jon's knees upward and apart so he could place gentle kisses into all the hidden places-the 
crevice where his inner thigh met his groin, the bottom curve of his ass cheek, the soft, warm place behind 


his balls. 


Jon gasped at this, and pushed his feet against Richie's shoulders, his toes curling in the old familiar way. 
There was a second where Richie considered dragging it out, leaving more soft kisses and bites and bruises in 


all these places he hadn't gotten to touch in so long, but Jon was pushing himself upward toward his mouth. 


Needing and vulnerable, like his neck. And Richie realized suddenly that he was beyond games, Drinking or 
otherwise. At least for the foreseeable future. 


Youre in my blood 
Youre in my veins 
Youre in my head 


Instinct, visceral and ravenous, sent him searching the cleft of Jon's ass with his lips, his tongue, licking, 
kissing, sucking the flesh there. Creating spasms that reverberated all the way down the other man's legs and 
into the toes that curled hard enough to hurt against Richie's shoulders. 


"Oh god," Jon whimpered, quietly. Moaning in between ragged breaths and then, "Fuck... ah-" 


Richie maintained contact while the other man wriggled against him, so slowly losing the control he had sought 
to maintain when he had entered the house. Allowing it to drown in the devotion of his lover's mouth. 


Youre in my blood 
Youre in my veins 
Youre in my head 


"Fuck, | want in you," Richie said. "ls that okay?" 


"God, yes." 


Planting a few compensatory kisses on the insides of Jon's thighs and calves, Richie ducked out from beneath 
his friend's legs and retrieved lubricant and a condom from the drawer in the nightstand. He left the condom 


unopened. 


Drizzling the lubricant on his hand, Richie waited, letting it warm to his body temperature. "Have you.. done 


this to yourself? At least?" he asked. 


"Sometimes. Not much," Jon said. He smiled a little. "Its not the same." 


Richie slipped his hand down into the space between Jon's legs again, massaged slowly, deeply into him with the 
pad of his thumb, the lubricant and his own saliva easing his touch. 


Jon's eyes rolled back and closed again. His whole body pushed down against the contact. "God, Rich, just do it. 
Please. I'm dying." 


Richie slid a finger inside, and waited a moment before circling it. "| don't wanna go too fast," he said, unsure if 


it was Jon's body he was worried about, or his head. Or his own. 


| need this," Jon said, barely audible, and Richie finally understood that what Jon needed wasn't just the 


physical things but the whole fucking mess between them, no matter how it was gonna end up. 


| could try to run, but it would be useless 
Youre to blame 
ust one hit of you, | knew Hil never be the same 


Adding a second finger, then a third, Richie prepared Jon to receive his cock, watching his friend writhe against 
his hand and the relief it brought. He pulled out slowly and rolled the condom on before lowering himself down 
above his best friend. 


"| need it, too," he said, guiding his cock carefully inside Jon 


The other man's mouth fell open in a gasp, and he drew his knees up, locking his ankles behind Richie's back and 
pulling him close. 


For a few seconds, Richie remained still, allowing the other man to adjust, allowing the uncontrolled shivering in 
Jon's body to mellow into purposeful rocking, and Richie followed suit, rolling his hips against him. Their bodies 
locked into a slow rhythm, long remembered, perfect reflections of one another's movement. Gradually, the 
rhythm quickened and turned chaotic, and Richie pounded into Jon hard, punishing and forgiving him for the 


long-ago transgression. 


When Jon came, he tore lines in the skin of Richie's back, and the coarseness of his cry pushed Richie into his 
own climax so hard he almost collapsed on top of the other man Before his thighs and elbows gave up, he 


pulled out and dropped next to Jon. 


"You okay?" he panted. 


Jon swallowed and nodded, unable to speak. 


Richie stared at the ceiling, attempting to catch his breath for a minute. Then he said, "You staying?” But he 


knew there was no point in asking. 


Jon rolled toward him and rested against his side. "Yeah." 


ust one hit of you, | knew Hil never ever ever be the same 


